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O England ! model to thy inward greatneſs, 

Like little body with a mighty heart, | 

What might'ft thou do, that honour could thee do, 
Were all thy children kind and natural! 

But fee thy fault, France hath in thee found out 

A neft of hollow boſoms, which he fills 
With treach rous crowns, ck 
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Advertiſement. 1 
A Celebrated Writer ſpeaking of this Tra- 1 
| gedy, gives it the following Character. 9 

5 
This Piece ſeems to be the Production of a 

<« very young Author, who, (allowing for a 1 

&« few Faults, ſuch, which only the ill- na- 4 

< tured Critic would take Notice of) may in 4 

«© Time entertain the World with Pieces of 1 

„greater Merit, as really this has many 0 

beautiful Strokes of a promiſing Genius.“ 9 

1 

As to what obſcure Hackney Writers have been : 
pleaſed to ſay concerning a few Miſtakes, which i} 
were inſerted with a Deſign, the Author will not 1 
employ his Pen on ſo mean 2 Subject. J 
Ml 

The | 


The Perſons Repreſented. 


ENGLISH. 
BLAKENY. 
HER B1s. 
LEONTINE. 
ARISTON. 
LArROOx. 
MakIA,, Daughter to Her Bis. 


Minorquin Men, Women, and Children. 


FRENCH. 
RIcRELIEVU. 
GLANIERE. 
SAVAL. 
MonrTy. 
MESNII. 


Dog lEL, and others. 
— 


FRETS. 
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: 1 

Camp before Minorca. q 

Enter RicHELIEU, GLANIERE, SAVAL, | 0 
MonTy, MEsNit, &c. 1 

__ R1CHELIEV. 1 

HREE months in vain have we beſieg'd this 9 

| place, 9 


Nor time I fear will ever make it ours; 
The Engliſb, ſtout and valiant, ne'er will 
yield 

Their ſtubborn hearts, unleſs by force compell'd, 

Or dire neceſſity; and BLAKENy ever true, 

True to his country's cauſe, bravely defends 

From our moſt rude affaults the ſhatter'd fort: 

And if from England ſuccours do artive, 


B 5 (As 


My MINORCHA ty 

(As *tis expected very ſoon there will) 1 
Our couſin Lx WIS may repent the day 5 
He ſent us here. Vet let us dope the beſt. 
And calm our riſing ſears. 

| GLANIERE. 
Noble RIichELIEV, 
I know you valiant, therefore am ſurpriz'd 
To hear you mention fear,—a word, that ill becoliud 


The ſoldier's breaſt, Courage, th'attribute of Gods, 
Should be our darling theme, 
RIcHELIEV. 
Let tis a taſk, 5 
Prudence” enjoins when dangers are ſo great, i 


To weigh with reaſon each event of war 
That ſeems precarious : and ſure, my gallant friends, 
When ſuch exalted merit claims our praiſe, 
*Tis juſtice but to give it: We've ſeverely felt, 
Nay but two hours ago, with vengeance fir'd, 
Did not a party iſſue forth and deal 
But death where'er they came. 
SAVAL, 

'Tis deſperate, ; . K 
But it can never laſt ;— 
Their numbers do PARTS, nor Bd appears ; ; 
We will have courage, for the chance of war 
Too oft but doubtful proves; that ſhould they come, 
We may be * ſill, — * But why immers 4 


in thought ? [* To GLANIERE.. 
GLANIERE. * 


You call me ſuperſtitious; and for why ? 
Becauſe I believe in dreams, and believe I will, 
They are prefaging, and from mine, I ſay 
Minorca will be ours. Wy 
| SAVAL, , 
Fifes, drums and war are ever in your ears, | 
And what the mind is buſy'd on by day, 
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MINOX CA. 
Thoſe images return again in dreams, 
And nightly hover round you: 
Vet tell us What they are.— 
GLANIERE. 
To minds intent on ſhews and empty ſounds, 
Your obſervat on's true, illuſions then 
May nightly haunt the weak diitemper'd brain; 
Mine are not ſuch, nor is the pomp of war, 
Or bloody fights, the ſubje& of my ſlumbers, 
Methought, our Royal King from courts retir'd, 
To ſcenes where art with nature did conſpire, 
Their utmoſt force to form a paradiſe 
Of heav'nly ſweets, for his reception fit; 
Here ſea:ed in a bow'r, the golden ſun 
Beam'd forth his glorious rays ; and in return 
The flow'rs around diffus'd their odorous ſweets : 
And theſe I thought our Royal Maſter cull'd 
With enger haſte ; and gave with (miles of joy, 
Profuſely gave, with an unbounded freedom, 
To unknown ſtrangers; who well pleas'd receiv'd 
The grateful preſents, . and did in return 
Pay homage to him as their only King : 
("Theſe I interpret Engl:/h.) 
| 'Movrry. 
Minorcà then 


May be betray'd. 
ALL. 
Pray heav'n it may! 
GLANIERE. 

Yet hear me on Being eager to enjoy 
What ſeem'd ſo ſweet and lovely to the eye, 
They ſmelt the flow'rs, when 101 behold the {cent | 
Breath'd nought but poiſon.- 

R1CHELIEU. 
A glorious recompence, be ſuch the fate 
Attendant on thoſe men, who baſely ſell 


„ | But 


Fe MINORC A. 


But tenrich themſelves, their king and country: 
here'er they rule, courage may idle ſtand, 

And fear grow valiant too; for who would fight | 

When victory is their own, and victory's ſure, 

When to each other men cannot be true, 


But ſee where DoRIEL comes return'd with news 
From Fort St. Philip. 


Enter DoRIEL. 
DoritL. 
Guardian of our forces, 
From Minorca take this anſwer. 
R1iCHELIEU. 
; From whom 
Deliver'd,? 
Dorier. 
From BLAKENV, noble BLAKENY ; 
Supported by a few, but faithful friends, 
He thus addreſs'd me: France do your worſt, 
6 fear you not, and though by force compell'd, 
« Will never yield. The reſt be underſtood”, 
RICHELIEU, 
This man——he is an honour to his country, 
O BLakxzny ! tho' my foe, I muſt revere you, 
And admire vour virtue, — But Minorca know, 
Not all thy hero's valour ſhall deter, 
Or yet o'erpow'r my fix'd and firm reſolves. 
Dore, _ 
Noble Sir, returning to the camp I chanc'd to paſs 
A little field; there at a diſtance heard 
A Woman's cries, with eager haſte I flew, 
And came to her Aſſiſtance ;—happy twas, 
I reſcued her from a ſuperior force, 
(For conſcious guilt is quickly overcome.) 


The tale of her ſad woes, (for ſuch they be) 
She beſt can * 


Ricnzinv. 


yy 
MINORCA 


* 
| Conduct her in; 
Beauty ſhall claim ä tho? a foe, 
For generous tis to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd. 
But ſee ſhe comes—a weeping too Dear madam, 
Ere I preſume Yenquire of your fortunes, 
Let me implore you to dry up theſe tears, 
For honour only waits on your commands, 
Maria. | 
I humbly thank you ſir, and tho? a fae, E hy 
Confeſs an Obligation, which I fear | 
I never can repay z ſorrows, grief and care 
Ts all I have te give; for tho* your aid [Te Doriel, 
So friendly interxpos'd, and reſcu'd me, 
From what I dreaded even more than death, 
A marriage forc'd, and all for curs'd gold, 
Yet as my country's faes, you muſt be mine; 
And I of courfe lament my cruel fate. 
RIiCHELIEBU, 
A tumult in my ſoul ne'er known before 
Subdues the man, and brings my trembling fleth | 
To that of childhood. [ _ ] Whate'er your troubles 
be, 
If in my pow'r, depend upon. relief. 
MARIA. 
Relief from whom ? from Britor's foes ! 
Ill doſt thou know my heart, for were my wrongs 
Yet greater than they are, I'll bear them all ; 
Yes, proudly bear them, ere I'll ſeek relief 
F rom thoſe I muſt abhor, 
RICHELIEU. 
| And why abhor ? 
If *tis a a foe, I ev'n could wiſh, 
That I were none, ——But honour checks me there: 
And yet in juſtice to your heav'nly charms, 


For 


* 


6 MIN OR C A. 
For ſuch they ſurely be, tenſlave ſo ſoon 
My ſtubborn heart; nay bluſh not, N i 


Or turn away, for know l ſcorn to act F 
A baſe ungen'roun deed. — -—_ u 2434y;.5; 7 
MARIA. 


For your own peace, 
As well as mine, then quench the riſing flame, 
War with your paſſions, nay, I know you will; 
For hope I've none to give, twere vain to wiſh, 
My heart is not my own, and tho' fate frowns, + - 
I know what tis to love, and be belov'd; 85 
And this confeſt, weigh well but each event, 
And reaſon ſoon will point the way that leads 
To happineſs and peace; convey me ſafe... 
To where I ſhall direct, and I will wiſh, 
Ah! could I wiſh ſucceſs, but you're my foes, 
Yet to th'unerring God I'll daily pray, 
To make you happy, and my country too. 
* RiCHELIEV. 

Thou lovely maid, fo virtuous and ſo great, 
Reaſon and honour ſhall victorious reign. 
You ſhall return——Yet tell me ere you go, 
(en take it kind) the ſource of your misfortunes. 

* MaR Ia. * 
From gold, the love of gold they all proceed, 
For that my Father would have ſacrific'd 
My temporal and eternal happineſs : 
His name is HERB1s,,]'m his only child, 
His darling daughter, yet by him deſign'd 
This very day I was, againſt my will, 
To be ARisTON's wife; whoſe pow'rful gold 
So ſtrongly pleaded, that my father thought, 
I could not be unhappy bleſt with wealth, 
And wealth in ſuch profuſion; Twas in vain, 
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MINORGC A. 
I urg'd each reaſon, labour'd to convince, 
'T would be my eternal ruin. 

RICHELIEVU! 

- Hard hearted man, 
But pray proceed. auen e 8 
MARIA. 

His avarice was ſo great, 
And ſo intent he ſeem'd, that I deſpair'd 
Of ever being bleſt, and fully arm'd 
With reſolution, I reſolv'd to fly, BREE 
From what I fear'd and. dreaded more than death 
But being cloſely watch'd, was ſoen o'ertak'n, 
By ſervants who were brib'd to force ine back ; 
Twas then made deſperate by their rude aſſaults, 


I cry'd for help, heav'n ſent you to my aid, [To Dor ini. 
And ſav'd me 3 CENTURION = 


| r 
If men A to ſuch mean arts as theſe, Salle 0 
Well may Minorca fall. : | „e 
MARIA 
Ah ! judge not hard, 


For favourite paſſions ſtill will reign ſupreme 
In every breaſt;. which if too far indulg'd, 
To vices turn, and tho? with true diſguſt 
They claim our hate, they claim our pity too: 
Nor yet with partial view ſhould we explore, 
Thoſe faults abroad, which we may find at home. 
But theſe reflections now, but ſuit me s il, 
Your promiſe I muſt claim. 
RicHELiEv. lp 
But name the place, 
And you ſhall be obey'd. 
| | Lewis: | 
| All Taſk © 
Is through your camp but to conduct me ſafe, 
| n e III 
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5 MINORCA, 
I'll then direct my ſteps where I ſhall firid 
Protection and relief. | 
Ricnnrity, 
At cloſe of eve 
Beſore the gates are ſhut, be it your care {To Doriel. 
To wait upon the lady, till that time 
Conduct her to a tent Where madam, you ſhall find 
Reſpect and honour equal to your birth, 
All I claim in return, is, when you're bleſt, 
ern think on me with pity. 
N | Gs 0 
Noble fir, 
You may depend Lever thall: retain, -. 
A ſweet remembrance pleaſing, to my foul, 
For your kind treatment of a captive foe. | 
[Exeunt Maria and Doriel. 
Ricnglizu, after a _ 
Yes, I will conquer this unruly. „ IRA 
E*er it too pow'rful prove.  _ 
GLANIERE, 
nc el eyes are falſe, 
Or from the port a party ſeems to come. 
Enter a: Soldier in haſte. 
RichzgII Su. 
Your buſineſs ſoldier. N 
Soe., 
The Briti/h fleet's arriv 4. 
RicHELIEU, | 
GLANIERE, keep thou the tent, I like i it not, 
It wears a face unproſp'rous, what is done 
Muſt be compleated foon ; for now I fear 
Minorca's too ſecure : and quick you'll find 
Thy idle dreams are but illuſions all, 
Falſe as the wind, -ſound drums, and muſic play, 
We now muſt gain, or ever loſe the day. 


[ Exeunt all but Glaniere, 
GLaA- 


MIN OE CA. 


GLaniene, 
Keep thou the tent, ungrateful Richrxrinv, 
Envy does that become a great man's fame? 
*Tis narrowneſs of ſoul, by heav'n it is; 
For courage knows no bounds, but unconfin'd ; 
Exerts herſelf with an unbounded freedom : 
And then my dreams are falſe, ſuppoſe they are, 
They ſerv'd at leaſt to rouſe and 2nimate 
His coward foul, —Hark |—tt'aflault's begun, 
And next it will at ſea, where much I fear, 
The hardy Britons ſoon will gain the day ; 
For tough and ſtubborn like their oaks they bend, 
Unknowing how to yield :—and if ' tis ſo, 

And RicRHELIEVU's overcome, too well | know 
On whom he'll vent his ſpleen ; but I'll be arm'd, 
With vengeance too, for I will have revenge; 
What were the beſt, Ha ! let me but beware, 

Of what I view with horror !—No—it ſhall be ſo, 
The beauteous captive, ſhe ſhall be my prize, 
Gall'd in his love, and in his honour too, 
It will be glorious work Ha] how loud they roar* 
* [ * Harkening. 

Rage-on ye inflecmoats of death, deal horror round; 
I will be buſy too; my active ſoul, 
Shall mount to heights unknown: O ſweet revenge, 
Take full poſſeſſion, I am thine alone ; 
Reign thou ſupreme, be but propitious now, 

. Hereafter all thy favours Il repay, ' 
And glut thy ardors in a ſea of blood : 
Ha Tore {he comes, O fortune thou art kind, 
Breathleſs and panting, frighted at the noiſe, 
Th'eternal din of war, —I will be quick, 
L' er curſt misfortune blaſt the promis'd bliſs. 
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Enter MaR1a, be takes bold of her in a rude 


manner. 
MARIA. 
O heav'ns what means this violence? 
GLANIERE. 
You muſt excuſe me that, a virgins ear, 
Is apt to take offence. 
MARIA. 
Sure you will not break, 
Thro' laws held ever ſacred. 
GLANIERE. 
I know no law, 
But that of nature, which Þ'll follow now; 
Your uncomplying ſoul no mercy knows, 
Ev'n to a friendly foe ; *tis juſtice then, 
I ſhew the ſame to you ;—nay ſtruggle not, 
Yield quickly, or thou dieft. 
MARIA. 
> Ah kill me, 
And I'll thank you. 
GLANIERE. 
Ha! what noiſe-is that, 
Confuſion to my hopes ! it comes this way [ 
MARIA. 
O mercy ! mercy ! 
GLANIERE. 
I know of none, nor will I longer ſtay, 
Thus trifling with my Joys. 
| [As he is forcing her, enter Leontine 
with his party fighting, he turns back 
ſeeing Glaniere and Maria.] 
LEONTINE. 
Stop thy unmanly force, inhuman fiend, 
Or turn thou to thy fate, 
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GLANIERE. 
Then be it ſo, 
For know I ſcorn to yield. [They fight, and Glaniere 
falls. 


Lauren, 
Rewarded thus, 
Now own my vengeance juſt. 
MARIA. 
[recovering herſelf, runs and 
embraces Leontine, 
My LeonTINE, 
LuONTINE. : 
My dear MARIA. 
Impartial heav'n I this, this, is kind indeed; 
A thouſand queſtions I would aſk, but time 
Will not permit me now ; we muſt away, 
E'er danger draws too near, tho' bleſt with thee, 
I with a new born joy would face them all 
Nay bravely tace them, for my glorious prize, 
MARIA. 
O my dear LEoNTINE, my heart's ſo full, 
With th'extreams of grief and rapturous joy, 
I know not what to ſay. 
LEONTINE. 
No matter now, 
We muſt not waſte the time, yet let us hope 
Your father's kind conſent will make us bleſt ;— 
— My country guarded, and redeem'd my love, 
Kind fortune grant I may ſuceſsful prove. 


| [ Excunts 
GLANIERE, 


And what remains for me,— 

But horror and deſpair, no reck'ning made, 

Or time to make it now ; wretch that I am,— 

And oh! the pangs of death, I feel their force, 

O mercy heav'n, oh! oh! [Dies. 
C 2 Ens 


12 MIN OR C A. 
Enter RICHELIEU, SavaL, &c. 
RICHELIEU, 
Defeated as we are, with numbers ſlain, 
Yet ſtill the day's our own ; what now remains 
Is our ſucceſs at ſea, a victory there 
Compleats at once the work :—But who is this ? 
Ha ! *tis GLANIERE, who ſeems but newly dead. 
SAVAL. 
His ſword unſheath'd here by his fide declares, 
He died in his defence.— 
RIiCHELIEU. 
Howe'er it was we can but mourn his loſs, 
Let him be carried hence, When time permits 
Due honours ſhall be paid unto his ſhade ; 
And now in rev'rence to his memory, 
Let a dead march be ſounded through the camp; 
It will conſole our grief, inſpire our zeal, 
With love of glory, and contempt of death ; 
That when our country calls, or ſoon, or late, 
Reſign'd and calm, we may ſubmit to fate. 
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End of the firſt ACT. 
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Euter ARIS TON and LATROON. 


ARISTON. 

13 AL K not of comfort, but in vain you ſtrive, 

With friendly converſe to conſole my loſs; 
MaARlA's gone, and with her all my hopes, 
My warmeſt wiſhes, pleaſing to my ſoul; 
Of future ſcenes of happineſs and joy: 
Thoſe now revers'd, no more I fondly paint, 
No more indulge the thought, ev'n hope is loſt; 
For were I to be bleſt, nay ſhould ſhe yield, 
To duty yield, her heart would not be mine. 
And what is duty, when oppos'd to love, 
Her flight too plainly tells. 

LATROON. 
Yet not deſpair, 
MARIA may be found, and you be bleſt, 
Ev'n bleſt beyond your hopes.— 
| ARISTON, 

Ah! pleaſing thought, I muſt, I will indulge it, 
But *twill not be: Reflection like the ſun, 
Emerging from a cloud, darts forth its rays, [ 
And tells me *tis in vain, preſents to view | 1 
My curſed rival, hated LEoNTINE. 
Thou deareſt friend, had I been rul'd by thee, 
And curb'd this fatal paſſion at its birth ; 


I might have now preſery'd my peace of mind, 
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. SuſpeCted none; but happy twas for you, 


14 MINOX CA. 
Nor felt the pangs of diſappointed love; 
But thus reduced, by friendſhip's ſacred ties, 


I charge you tell me, what you think is beſt, 


I ſhould purſue. | 
LArROON. 


Let patience rule awhile, 
And calm theſe tumults of thy troubled ſoul; 
New tranſports ſoon ſhall wake within thy breaſt, 
And rouſe thee from deſpair: for know, that urg'd, 
By friendſhip urg'd, the ſecret I've diſclos'd, 
That fair MaR1A's found. 
ARISTON. 
My deareſt friend, 
Say, can you be ſincere ? But why that yy ! 
I know you muſt, and will believe it true. 
But tell me where ſhe is ? 
LAaTROON. 
That I'd decline, 
For your own eaſe ; but *tis a friend that aſks, 
Who muſt not be deny'd. 
ARISTON. 
Too well I gueſs, 
She is at LEONTINE's, 
 _LaTrOON. 
*Tis true ſhe is. 
ARISTON. 
There's daggers in his name, for tis on him, 
Her heart is fix'd : but tell me good LATROON? 
How ' twas you came to know? 
LATROON. 
LEON TINE, 
Eſteems me as his friend, his faithful friend; 
And well I wear the maſk of being ſuch, 
But *tis for you :—he's open, gen'rous, free, 
And eaſy to be won; nor knowing fraud, 


Hap- 


MINOX CA. 13 


Happy for me, he could not read my heart; 
But truſting to my faith, no ſcruple made, 
To tell me all the ſtory of his love, 

By which I found the fair MARITA's ſafe, 
Ev'n in his houſe. 

AR1STON, 


Say how ſhall I proceed? 
"Tis now I aſk advice. 


LATRoON, 
Her father muſt be told, 

Where now ſhe is, who'll inſtantly demand, 
The lovely fugitive ; what follows then ? 
All you can wiſh ! compliance to his will, 
To make you ever bleſt. 

ARISTON, 

Fly then my friend, 

To bear the welcome tidings ; plead my cauſe: 
Mean while, I will my haughty rival meet, 
And with feign'd paſſion clear thee ev'n from doubt; 
That friendſhip claims, and what is due to thee 
Should be repaid with thanks. 

LATROON, 
To ſerve you I am gone. 


ARISTON alone. 

Why this is well, 
It works as I could wiſh, and ſweet revenge 
Propitious to my hopes comes ſmiling on; 
Not heeding friendſhip's ties: well pleas'd to gain, 
At any price, her great and darling views: 
And now this haughty fair ſhall mourn her flight, 
Shall feel the wrath of diſappointed love : 


Refus'd, and ſcorn'd, ——By hell the very thought 
Inſpires my coward ſoul, inflames my rage 


Beyond its native courſe ; and points the way, 
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The path which 1 ** 3 —— her No, — 
That would be madneſs, yet ſhe muſt be mine, 

Nay, and ſhe ſhall, tho” hell. be my. reward. 

And this LATROON's.a proper inſtrument, 

To gain the glorious prize which now being plan'd, 
Should coward conſcience to defeat my hopes g 
Start back afraid, be this my laſt, reſolve, 
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5 Toſtab him in his fears; nay, when tis Jone, My 
4 That is his juſt reward; :—He is, a friend, 
4 And being ſuch, he cannot ſerve me more: e 


—Ha ! here my rival comes, well Pleas'd. he ſeems, 
But ſoon his joy ſhall find a dire reverſe. ; J 
Enter LEONTINE: 
1 I may judge by this aſſuming air, 
This portly mien, ſome fortunate event, 
Dear to youſelf, or to your country's cauſe 
Inſpires this beaming joy :—Perhaps our foes, 
Are lefs triumphant, or perhaps there's hope 
Of ſuccour and relief, —if not, I think, 
At leaſt in ſhew you might commiſerate, 
And-pity others woe. 
UE LEoNTINE, 
As much as you, 
I bear in heart, and feel my country's wrongs ; 
That your reflection I eſteem unjuſt, 
Who, like the world, but judge by outward ſhew : 
It was unkind, but know I can forgive.— 


RS Als ro. 
—Your rival too, I cannot think it true. 
LEON TIN E. 


By your own ſentiments, perhaps you judge, 
Or to my eſteem you'd claim a good pretence. 
In loving her, whom I ſo much adore. 
ARISTON. | 
You would be happy too. 
LEON- 


Vain man, away. 


MINOX CA. 


LEONTINE, 
'Tis true I would, my long and faithful love, 
May juſtly challenge all the true eſteem 
To virtuous paſſion due; nor think I claim 
Too great a merit, conſcious ſhe approves; 
And, if permitted, ſoon would make me bleſt. 
 ARISTON, 
Boaſt not too ſoon, — 
A ſudden turn may quickly damp your joy ; 
Tho' now ſo happy even in your thoughts, 
A time may conie'when they may be deſtroy'd, 
Nor ought remain but horror and deſpair, 
LEONTINE. 
Unkind Ariſton I can hear thee talk, 
Of what J prize, nay, more than life itſelf, 
Ev'n of Maria: Hear thee threaten too, 
Her peace of mind and future happineſs; 
Nay, hear thee unprovok'd, as well convinc'd, 
If that your love's ſincere, you'll ſoon repent, 
When reaſon's cool'd theſe tumults of your ſoul, 
3 hole harſh, unkind expreſſions.— 
ARIS TON. 
Vet ſtay 
LEONTINE. 
Proud man provoke me not, for well you know 
I dare to bght.— 
ARISTON. 
Then draw— 
LEONTINE. 
When juſt occaſion calls I will, but now 
It would be weakneſs : —If you're ſo hot, 
Go to the field, it will be courage there, 
And add to your renown. 
ARISTON. 
I'll not delay, 
You are a greater foe—and let me ſay, . 
D 
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18 MINORC A. 
Your ſtudied calmneſs but betrays your fears, 
And ſhews your coward ſoul, 
LEONTINE, JA | 
Deſpair I ſee, | 
Provokes you to this deed-; then be advis'd 
E' er 'tis too late. 


ARISTON. 
No trifling, I'm reſolv'd. 


LEONTINE. 
Bear witneſs then 


That in my own defence I'm thus compell'd ;— 
Hark ! the town. is in diftreſs, there let us fly, 


And quench our wrat - 
ARISTON. 


No, here Pl! fall, or end at once the ſtrife. 
Have at thy heart. [Dey fight. 
Alarum of diſtreſs. People enter in confuſion from 
all parts, and BLAKENY, with HERBIS and 
Attendants. | 
BLAKENY as he is entering. 
What. noiſe and tumult's here ? 
— Ariſton and Leontine—T'm ſurpriz'd |— 
Sure ſomething more than madneſs is the cauſe, 
That could provoke you to forget yourſelves, 
At ſuch a time as this.—Shame on you both, 
Are not our public woes of conſequence, 
Of weight enough, that private quarrels ſure 
Might be forgot ;—forgot, at leaſt, till fate 
Determines their event. Put up your ſwords, 
Or on your common foe pour all your wrath, 
There turn th'avenging ſteel. 
LEONTINE, 
Noble fir —— 
BLAKENY. 
Call me not noble, titles now are vain ; 
He noble is, who ſerves his country beſt, 
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Be that your boaſt, nor idly waſte your time, 
Your precious time. In ſuch diſtreſs as this, 
You ſurely might have pitied to extreams, 
Each other's rage; and with united force 
With mutual ardour, flew to the relief 
Of your diftreſs'd and fellow countrymen: 
But, tell me, what's the cauſe that urg'd you both, 
To this moſt foul diſgrace ? 
HERBIS. 
. That taſk be mine, 
Tho' abſent, I perhaps may beſt relate 
Why this confuſion, —Leontine, who oft” 
Has aſk'd my child in marriage, and as oft 
Has been refus'd, unkindly ſtill intreats 
For my conſent, tho' to Ariſton giv'n; 
Whom I intended to have call'd my ſon, 
This very day; but that my unduteous child, 
Blind to her happineſs, has by her flight 
Prevented my deſign. | 
BLAK TW. 

Herbis, let me ſay, ,, 
Such thoughts as theſe, but ill become you now; 
Nor can I think it right, againſt her will; 
To force the lovely maid ; whoſe heart I know 
Is fix'd on Leontine : nobler would it be | 
Of you, and of Ari/ton, to reſign 
All future hopes, which may deſtructive prove 
To your lov'd daughter, fair Maria's peace. 

HERBIS. 

My word is giv'n, nor can it be revok'd, \ 
That I muſt urge my right, and think it wrong, 
Unleſs you inſtantly reſtore my child— ; 


| Nay ſtart not fir, I know ſhe's at your houſe, 
And therefore muſt inſiſt, you give her up. 
| LEONTINE. 
The virtuous love I bear the charming maid 


D 2 Lay 


0 
| 
0 
# 
34 
1 
Ye 
1 
0 0 
3 4 


EEE 


94 * - * 
A a.» = * 99 


» - 
® 


-_ * pp 
— 
: : , 2 — * 
N 2 rd. - 
» wp * 
- TH. 


- 
me: Oe, 8 "a 
_ 1 * 
= -—S 
— ed ro * 


- * _— 
hat — 


: 4 . _ 
— 


* — 4 * 
_ -_- * 82 * : * WT " — 


20 MINOX CA. 


Lay long conceal'd ; nor would it now be known, 
(As waiting ſtill for happier times to come.) 


Had not Ariſtan fatal to my hopes, 


Urg'd his pretenſions with ſuperior force, 
As ſuch in fortune; tis for that alone 
I am rejected, treated too with ſcorn : 
Nay more, ev'n now did I not tamely bear, 
Your rude, your baſe inſults. 
BLAK ENV. 

Leontine, I ſee 
You much are wrong'd ; and *tis againſt my will, 
Yes, much it grates my nature to behold ' 
Such ills prevail with thoſe I call my friends: 
Good Herbis 'tis unkind, and I muſt plead, 
Tho” 'tis in vain, for this deſerving youth: 
Love cannot be controubd, and when *tis fix d 
On objects of eſteem, it ſure demands 
Our approbation, reaſon then will give 
Her voice as juſtice due to its applauſe. 
Would you be happy then? have you at heart, 
Maria's fature blifs ? diveſt yourſelf 
Ot all-theſeſelfiſh views. But think awhile, 
Reflection will convince you what is beſt, 
4 how you ought to act. 

ARIS To. 


Now for a flow'ry ſpeech, 


To aid the fecret purpoſe of my ſoul. 


For me, 1 will reſign all former claims, 

Nor ever think of fair Maria more; 

Unleſs her will accords to make me bleſt. 

But on Minorca's woes, turn all my thoughts, 

And glory in revenging of her wrongs. . 
BLAKENY. 

Cheriſh the thought, tis great, *tis nobly ſpoke z 

And ſuch a conqueſt o'er your paſſions gain'd, 
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Will beam new glories on the victor's brow : 
— To this you will agree? — 
HERBIS. 
Wich pleaſure ſir. 
BAK EN. 
TDben inſtantly I charge, 
Maria be reſtor'd. 


LEONTINE, 
Sir, you ſhall be obey'd. 
BLAKENY. 
Now this concluded, Let us turn our eyes 
On what concerns us all, our public foes, 
Who fluſh'd with hopes, redouble their attacks; 
Which with our fleet's moſt vile and foul diſgrace, 
Demands our utmoſt ſtrength and vigilance, 
Aſſemble all my friends, we muſt adviſe, 
In this extremity, what's beſt to act. 
O England ! England tis not for myſelf 
I mourn ; but for Minorca's woes, 
And for thy loſs——for ſuch I fear twill be. 


5 \ ARISTON. * | 
Thus far I'm fafe,: ſuſpicion s ſelfꝰs > FG 
Euter LATROON.;'; 
My worthy friend you're juſt return'd in time, 
| wot tell me what ſucceſs ? 
LATROON., 
All you can wiſh, 
The happy time is now; which, if enjoy'd, 
Will overpay you all your former cares. 


ARI1STON. * 
As * Latroon? —— 
Thug LATROON. 
Marid's your's, : 
ARISTON.' 


But how? O tell me quick, 
Have 
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5 
9 ; Have you in ſuch a little ſpace of time, 
| * Accompliſh'd ſuch a work ? 
1} LATROON, 
'F Soon as I left you here, 
i& I went to Herbis, told him all the tale; 
8 Who, ſtung with rage, immediately applied 
i For juſtice due: this done, to Leontine's 
5 I bent my ſteps, who being not at home, 


® I took the office as his deareſt friend, 

1 To tell Maria every circumſtance; 

And painted all the woes that might enſue, 

In knowing where ſhe was; that ſtill intent 

And reſolute her father would demand 
Co::»liance to his will; which, if refus'd, 
Compulfion would be tried. At this ſhe ſeem'd 
Divided much in thought, when ftrait I urg'd, 

Tf that ſhe opriz'd her future happineſs, - 

She ſhould retire to ſome ſequeſter'd place 

Till time ſhould open fair and happier ſcenes. 

To this conſenting, I've conducted her, 

To the apartment, ſeated by the grove, 

Fam'd for its ſolitude and private ſhades. 

There is the key. And now you may purſue, 
Whate'er you think is beſt ; ſecure at leaſt 

She's in your pow'r, and ſoon may make you bleſt. 
ARISTON. 

I thank you thus (/labbring him) no tales can now be told. | 
LATROON. 
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9 O villain ! villain !— 
[ | AR1STON. 
Bawd to my luſt, to give thy virtue due, 

1 You thought I meant to wed the haughty fair, 

1 To juſtify this deed: iI tell thee—no.— 

* Fond fool farewel.— , [ Exit. 
LATROON. | 

O wiſe too late !—how black the ſcene appears 
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How dreadful to behold. That lovely maid 

For ever ruin'd ! Then the direful pangs, 

Which will afflict that honeſt noble youth, 

Whom baſely I've betray'd. Ah! curſed wretch ! 

All righteous heav'n has but repaid thy deeds. 

Yet could I, e' er my fleeting breath is gone, 

Prevent Arifton in his curs'd deſign, 

”T would give me great relief. 


Enter LEONTINE with a Guard, ad 
DoRIEL. 


LEONTINE to the Guard. 
Conduct this gentleman, and ſee him fate, 
To our brave general. 


Dorift. 
Noble warrior, 


Fare you well. [Exit with Guard. 
| LEoNTINE. 


I thank you fir, 
And tho a foe, I wiſh you ne'er may know 
Th'horrors I now feel. —O lov'd Maria, 
At thought of thee my poor diſtracted brain, 
Almoſt foments to madneſs. Where to go, 
Or how to act I cannot now reſolve. — 
O heav'n have pity, lead my wand'ring ſteps 
To ſave th'unhappy maid, — 

LATROON. 

Who talks of pity— 

Here let them turn their eyes, it will be kind, 
In his laſt hour to ſooth the dying pangs, 
Of a poor wretch weigh'd down with guilt and blood. 


LEONTINE. 
Ha ! 'tis Latroon —— 


Then heav'n is juſt and has reveng'd my cauſe. 
Baſe, treacherous man 


m LATROON, 
Thou noble youth, 
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This weight of woes preſs heavy on my age. 


I own my crimes and humbly do implote, 
For mercy and forgiveneſs, © 

LRON TINE, 
Tho' much I fear 
I'm ever ruin'd by your curs'd ſchemes : 
Yet if your faults ſincerely you repent, 
I do forgive you. 

LATROON: 

O you are too kind, 

Too good, too gen'rous, and t' attone in part, 
For all thy wrongs, loſe not the precious time, 
Fly to that houſe I did fo much commend, 
To hide MARITA from her father's ſearch ; 
There now ſhe is 
Fly then, and if *tis poſſible prevent 
The curſed villain e'er it is too late. 
O death thou art buſy——Ah'! my guilty ſoul— 
Kind heav' n have mercy !—oh |! [ Dies. 

LEoNTINE. 1 be! 
Yes I will fly. — But hark ! the trumpets call; 
O what's my country now my love's at ſtake ! 
Great God defend them both !— 

Enter BLAKENVY, HER BIS, Minorquin: 
Men, Women, and Children. 
BLAKENY. 
Well, trouble me no more. I'll think— 
HERBIS. 
—— Think Sir, of what? 

BLAKENY. 

O Hers1s, it is you. Lend me thy arm; 


And can you think, theſe filly men implore, 

T'accept of terms, and give their country up. 
Firſt Minorquin. 

We would be happy e'er it is too late. - 

Second 
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Second Minorquin. 
Wed 1 have aſſiſtance. 
BLAKENY. 
Do not aggravate, 
It is unkind: For ſee you not my griefs z 
Reflect not then abroad; but reſt aſſur'd 
I mourn as much as you Minorca's fate. 
And let me aſk you is it England's fault 
You've no relief? Say, ſent they not a fleet ? 
Did not your eyes behold it ?—Where 'tis now, 
Or how it has behav'd, I bluſh to ſpeak : 
O ſhame that Briton's ſons could thus forget 
Their native worth, their noble anceſtors ; 
Who glorious died,—died in their country's cauſe, 
And bought their freedom but with loſs of life : 
By heav'ns, the very thought might rouſe their zeal, 
Inſpire their coward ſouls (if ought remain'd 
Of gratitude or love) to tread thoſe paths, 
Thoſe glorious paths, that ages yet to come, 
When juſt occaſion call'd, with glory fir'd, 
Might emulate the ſame, 
HFxRBIS. 
Conſider fir, 
That ſomething muſt be done — Tis not a time 
To build on hopes—And either we muſt yield, 
Or worſe will follow. | 
Third Minorquin. 
Prevent the fatal blow 
That muſt undo us all, 
HERBIsS. 
Or reſolutely bent, 
Say, ſhall we, like the brave Saguntins, die 
In one large funeral pile? 
| BLAKENY. 
No HERBIS, no, 
Remember we are men, and what is more, 


E Re- 


26 MIN OR CA. 
Remember we are Chriſtians. That alone, 
Should make you look with horror on the thought: 
With them 'twas great, twas glorious. But with us, 
Whoſe lives are not our own: to whom reveal'd 
Thoſe heav'nly truths which guide the mind aright, 
That teach us we ſhould patiently ſubmit, 

To heav'n's decrees, as conſcious they are juſt ; 
Would it not be preſumption ? nay and more, 
Would it not be taffront that righteous God, 
In whom you truſt, whoſe ſacred truths you own ? 
HxREIsò. 
Forgive the thought, twas ſpoke from my zeal 
To ſerve my country. 
Firſt Minorquin. 
O ſave our children. 
ALL, 
Save us all. | [They all kneel, 
HERB1s. 
HERB1s too muſt plead. 
 BLAKENY., 
Riſe, riſe, my worthy friends, it muſt be ſo; 
I ſee it muſt, tho' tis againſt my will. 
—O if kind heav'n had but prolong'd my days, 
T' have ſav'd Minorca, to repel her foes; 
But *twill not, cannot be.——O lead me on, 

We muſt confer what terms will now be beſt; 
But know, I will ſubmit to none which may 
Reflect diſhonour on the Engliſb name; 

But ſtrictly will preſerve my country's fame, 
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End of the ſecond ACT. 
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eee 
ACT III. SCENE I. 


Juſt before Minorca. 
Enter RicizLitu, MonTy, SAVAL, &c. 


R1CHELIEVU. 

Ourn England, mourn, Minorca's now no more, 

No more is your's. 
In vain to thee to-marrow's ſun ſhall riſe 
To gild thoſe haughty tow'rs. Yon waving flag, 
Rich with the crimſon dye, no longer there 
Shall brave the open day. But France's now 
Shall fill its vacant place. The time draws near, 
When noble BLAaKEtny, your illuſtrious chief, 
Reſigns the truſt which he's ſo long maintain'd, 
Maintain'd with honour, (pardon me, my friends,) 
If ſpeaking of his high deſerts I grow 
Too laviſh m his praiſe. 

MonrTy. 
We own it juſt, 
His noble terms beſpeak his native worth, 
And ſhew the honeſt man.—But let me add, 
I think yourſelf as noble have behav'd, 
In granting ſuch, when we might juſtly ſeize, _ 
On all the rights of war. 
RICHELIEU. 
Of that no more, 


Tt is unpleaſing. Let us reſt content 
T” have gain'd Minorca. 


Commanders, now draw near, 
3 Hear 
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28 MINORCA. 
Hear me, my fellow warriors. Now attend 
As BLAKENY paſſes in the ſolemn train, 
(For ſuch it ſure muſt be) let all your arms, 
Then fall upon a reſt; *twill ſhew at leaſt, 
That not unconſcious what | is merit's due, 
France ſcorns to let him undiſtinguiſh'd paſs. 
But hark! thoſe drums beſpeak their near approach, 
And yonder ſee they come. Now, now, my friends, 
Partakers of my fame, now, now, rejoice, 
Minorca crowns your toils.—Here ends your cares. 
—To meet them let's advance. 

[ Exeunt with their powers, 


After ſome time the Engliſh enter with drums beat- 


ing, colours flying, &c. They all advance, after 
which BLAKENY ſpeaks. 


If England to itſelf had been but true, 

*T would ne'er have come to this — * Much lov'd re- 
treat. | [* Looking back » 

E'er yet I quit thy ſhores, I will indulge 

One laſt, one parting look. -Ev'n thus it is, 

(If with the little we compare the great) 

That nations rife and fall.— There once I thought, 

To have ſpent my future days, and dy'd well pleas'd 

In ſerving of my country and my king. 

How vain alas! the thought; how vain are all 

Our future hopes :—Ev*n now perhaps I go 

To diſtant climes, but till to know the change, 

T' experience greater cares.—W hate'er it be, 

Or to what end, to heav'n I am refign'd ; 

Content thave done my duty, tho? I mourn 

For England's loſs.—O may her valiant ſons, 

Unite their hands and hearts with one conſent, 

To roll their thunder thro? the realms of France; 

Redeem their glory loſt, —and boldly dare 

To rival HENRY and his warlike chiefs. 
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But words are loſt in air,. Our Fleet's diſgrace, 
And every circumſtance, all, all concur, 

To ſhew that England's wrong'd. 

—Britons, be rous'd, prevent yet greater woes, 
Minorca's loſt ; redouble it on your Foes. 


[Exeunt, 
Scene changes to @ room. | 
ARISTON and MARIA. 
ARIS TO. 
In vain you plead, I'm reſolutely bent, 
Nor all your pray'rs or tears ſhall ever move 
My fix'd reſolves: but now, thou haughty fair, 
I in my turn will be as hard as yon; 
Too long I have delay'e, the preſent time 
Is in my pow'r, and I will make it mine, 
Will ſnatch the happy moments e'er they paſs, 
Which loſt in fate may never be recall'd. 
MARIA. 
Unkind Ariſton hear, O hear me ſpeak, 
Nor urge with mine, thy ſoul's eternal ruin. 
Als ron. 
*Tis unavailing all, for fate itſelf, 
Is not more fix d, determin'd more than J. 
MARIA. 
Nay more | O heav'ns, yet hear, O hear me on 
If you'll deſiſt, by all the pow'rs above, 
By all that's ſacred, I will here reſign 
My deareſt hopes, ev'n Leontine I will; 
Nay vow ne'er to be his. 
ARISTON, 
Weak, weak, and trifling all,— 
Theſe ſpecious promiſes you'd ſoon forget, 
| Yes, ſoon, if once to liberty reftor'd 
But I am not to learn what weight they bear, 
Enough for me, that now you're in my pow'r, 
That not a ſoul is here t'obſtruct my joys z 


And 
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And as no law reſtrains the darling deed, 
Pl take by force what you refuſe to grant. 
MARIA. 
O hear me heav'n, and thou all righteous God, 
If innocence is thy peculiar care, 
(As ſure it is) O hear a wretched maid. 
ARISTON, 
Like me the heav'ns are deaf, then quickly yield. 
MARIA. 
O never, never. 
LEONTINE without, 
*Tis here the villain's lodg'd, 
Then force the door before it is too late, 
ARISTON. 
Hell and damnation ! LEonTINE is here; 
O what malicious fiend, ſure hell itſelf 
Muſt tell him where I was. 
| Maria, 
Rather heav'n, 
In mercy to my woes, with friendly care, 
Has lead his ſteps to recompenſe my wrongs 
On thy accurs'd head. 


ARISTON. 
Ha! ſay you ſo, 
Then ſweet revenge be mine, tho? dearly bought; 
One moment yet is left, and left for me, 
T' enſure damnation: and to tell you, thus, 
I will adorn my fall. [He flabs her, then Exits. 
The door is forced, and enter LEONTINE, 
with HERB1s and others. 
LEoNTINE, ſeeing MARIA on the ground. 
Ha ! *tis too late! 
O much lov'd maid, is this my promis'd bliſs } 
Are theſe the joys which I ſo long have ſought ! 
But why do I complain, I am but man, 
And being man, am born to ſuffer, 


HERBTS. 
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HERBIS. 
Much wrong' d MARIA, is it come to this ! 
[ He weeps. 
LEONTINE. 
I charge you fir, for all my troubles paſt, 
If 'tis in fate, to ſtay her fleeting ſoul. 

I will purſue 
The curs'd ARISTON, and repay the deed. [ Exit. 
HERBIS. 

How fares my deareſt child ? 
MARIA. 

The villain's miſt his aim, 
It ſhould have been more deep Yenſur'd my death ; 
The ſtroke's not mortal, I am only faint 
With loſs of blood. But ſay, O] reverend fir, 
Can you forgive, and pardon my offence ? 
HERBIS, | 


Witneſs heav'n, —- 


I do repent I ever gave you cauſe, 
{For ſure the fault is mine) e'er to offend, 
Fly gaping ſtatues, why thus ſtand you mute ; 
[To the Attendants, 

Fly to that noble youth, and lend your aid; 
For deſp'rate with his woes, it may perchance 
That curſed fiend may his ſuperior prove ; 
And take his noble life. Ah! let me hope 
You both may ſtill be bleſt: O grant but that, 
All pitying heav'n, *twill calm my dying hours, 
And ſooth my ſorrows for my country's loſs, 

Enter L.EONTINE Bloody, led in by attendants. 


MARIA. 
Ha! what a fight is here ! ſupport me heay'ns! 
O lead me, lead me to him! 
HERBIs. 
Ah! do not move, 


1 wound will bleed afreſh. 
MARIA, 
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| MARIA. 

„ See from yon purple ſtream how faſt it flows ; 
uf Ha! ſee how pale he looks. 
"i _ LeoNnTINE. 
p 0 Thou lovely maid, 
5 i The few laſt moments that I've left of life, 
5 Tho! dearly bought, will be moſt richly ſpent; 
5 To die thus bleſt by thee. 
„ MARIA. 
. Talk not of death, 
Fi You ſee I live, and only live for thee; 
3 . LEONTINE, 

C Ah ! could I now return,—but tis in vain 


- —_— 


Yet we may meet, yes, we may meet in heav'n. 
HERBIS. 
And is it thus that heav*n's impartial now? 
LEONTINE. 

Tax not eternal juſtice, heav'n is kind.— 
Enrag'd I met Ar1sToN, he return'd 
In his defence with equal warmth and force 
But guilt is ſoon o'ercome—I ran him through, 
When as he lay expiring in his pangs, 

He implor'd my mercy to forgive his crimes, 
Which as I kneel'd to grant, the helliſh fiend, 
With all the ſtrength he'd left, plung'd to my heart 

A hidden dagger, 
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MARIA. 
—— —Oh! | [She faants, 
5 LEON TIxE. 5 
** Lead me to her lips, 
Bi And let me take a parting laſt farewel : 
4 Tis kind, I thank you——Weep not, worthy fir, 
Lend me your hand——Commend me to my love, 
And tell her for your ſake, I charge ſhe live, 
And tell her too, while here her life remains, 


I'll 


1 
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Pl ever be her guide, her guardian ange“, 


Wait, till ſhe's ſummon'd to yon - bleſt abodes 


Leaſt envious of my prize, ſome heir of heav'n, 
Should ſnatch her from my arms. [Dies. 


HERBIS 
There fled his noble ſoul, 


O much wrong'd youth, for thee I'll daily mourn, 
Ev'n mourn thee as a ſon.—— 
Enter RichELIEVU and DORIEL. 
RIiCHELIEU, 


Stil with unweary'd care 


Leave not a place unſearch'd to find ber out. 


But who is this? 


HERBIS. 
A poor old man, of every joy bereft, 
Nay, « ev'n of hope itſelf, 
R1CHELIEU. 


That beauteous form 
Should ſurely be MARIA. 3 


Too true it W 
And I her wretched parent. 
RICHELIEU: 
See ! ſhe revives ! 
HxRERIIsS. : 
Yes! life returns at laſt, but much I fear, 
Returns to greater woe, 
MARIA. 


Where ! where's my love? 
Ha! art thou dead? no! no! it cannot be! 
You mock me ſure ! 


Hers. 
I fear her brain is turn'd. 
Maria, 
Ha! my father! yes! you are my father ! 
I know you by thoſe tears. Oblige me then, 
Nay but this once, I'll never aſk again ;— 
F 
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5 5 2 cruel and unkind :—Nay, -nay, EI Ell weep, . I 
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8 2. Ah! happy ! happy — Hack k the trumpets found, ©. 
Ag Will you not riſe, but lumber out the day? Og. * 
= Awake] awake'!"thy:dear Manza Gals,” - 1. * 0 
© _ My Father will conſent, Lknow'hg will,.:; „ 
= - 2 we ſhall ſtill be bleſt Hou ſound be geeps! LIRA 
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See you my deareſt love Oh raiſe him ap, 2 * 
He's only, weak and faint !—Ah ! l will you not ? 5 * 


*Fis cruel and unkind :—Nay, . nay, -Pll wee, 
My tears will waſh him N and bathe his . it. 
Ah! happy! happy !——Hark * the trumpets ſound; 
Will you not riſe, but lumber out the day? Wh 
Awake! awake l thy dear MARIA calls, | = 
My Father will conſent, I know he will. a 
And we ſhall ſtill be bleſt 1——How ſound he fleeps ! 1 
He hears, he hears me not ! Pl lay me down 
On this ſoft bed, and gently lull his dreams. 
Na ! my dear father oh! I go, I go! — 


— 


E See yonder.! there he ſtands ! 1 12 Dia. 

Aft 1 os 

Unhappy maid, thy ſorrows pierce my foul, +... » 
That I muſt mourn thy tos relentleſs fate, 4 RET 2 


For hee, thou poor old man,— 
W ho'rt juſtly puniſh'd for thy love of gold; 
Say, can it now redeem thy heavy. loG, 
Or hea! this ſtroke of fate? — _ 
1 5 Nay term it not inſult : Iknow in part 
| The cauſe of all theſe woes, nay pity thee. 
HERIIS. 
Too late I ſtand convinc'd, too late T own 
1 My fatal error: O power of curſed gold, 
* Por thee behold the guiltleſs lover bleed, 
And on my head unnumbred woes ſucceed. 
"1 Learn hence ye great, nor aim eer to controut, 
"Y The ſeeret ſprings and paſſions of the ſoul ; | 
Too vainly wile, you plunge yourſelves in care, j 


ww / 


Reſign the homefelt joys of bliſs ſincere, : 
For endleſs grief, remorſe and black deſpair. 
Exeunt omnes. 
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